
THE INDIANAPOLIS JOURNAL, SUNDAY, SEPTEMBER 23, 1894.1G

be. a blacksmith. Here are Zachariah and I

. . . . . . . . . A 1 tt 111 1ll mi t on Joe Stile3's power. They say . heJOE STILES, MEDIUM. The Sheep Has Been Shorn
And the Clothes to Be Worm

Are the choicest that money can buy. This is our
special announcement for the present week.

TRICTLY ILL WOOLmm mm,
BLACK CHEVIOTS, in single and double-breaste- d Sacks, at EIGHT
DOLLARS. These are actually $10 Suits. No house in Indianapolis can
duplicate them at 10. If this statement is untrue we stand ready to refund
the money on returp of the suit

OUR $12 ClVY WORSTEDS
Are actually 615 Suits. They stand on the same basis as the above named.

UN FALL OVERCOATS
Perhaps it is on account of the new tariff we never before wero able to give

such excellent qualities at such moderate prices. Come and see what we offer ,at
$15 and upwards.

IN OUR- - CHILDREN'S DEPARTMENT
. An immense variety. See our Combination Suits, strictly all wool, including two
pairs of Pants and a Cap, only 4L5.

' IT IS A CORKER
FALL STYLES OR HATS

. Are in. They are up to date, aud at tho lowest prices ever known.

Eagle
5 and 7

HAT DEPARTMENT, 16 SOUTH MERIDIAN STREET.

unan tiiiiman anyooay Know uie nui-mans- ?"

"Yes, all of 'em."
"Of course, you do. Anthony Bullen

siy9 he was a jack-of-all-trad- es. says he
dcasn't believe any one wa3 better than
he was. Uncle David Sylvester; George,
his ton, is here also, and Solomon Cum--
minsrs recognize any of them?"

"Every one of 'em."
"Clement Basset did he pasa away sud-

denly in his chair?"
"Yes."
"Oliver Basset Aunt Catherine, Aunt

Rebecca. Following them closely Is Wal-
lace B. Hastings. Uncle Nathan "Wing, of
the Society of Friend?, sends greetings.
Then came Reuben Dillingham, Benjamin
Brackott. William Macy. There is a
beautiful little child coming; she belongs to
Fred Macy; Joshua Gibbs, Posey Gibson.
These were Franklin folks."

RECRUITING HIS VITALITY. ,

So Joe Stiles went on. He varied the roll
call enou&ti to keep it from becoming
monotonous. He was so breezy that he
kept all who were following him fascinated
by his,n?w game of spirit recognition. It
Is difficult to convey on paper an adequate
conception of the scene. The audience was
composed of well-dresse- d, intelligent-loo- k

ing New England people. They gave to
Joe Stiles that close attention with which.
any public speaker might feel flattered.

Toward the close of the hour the voice
of the medium began to weaken. His man
ner showed "weariness. Breaking off at
once, he exclaimed:

'bing something. I am obliged to catch
my vitality."

A woman on the platform started
"Nearer. My God, to Thee," while a man
In the audience set up "Summerland. Fair
Summerland."

"No war of chords," shouted the medium.
The woman stopped; the man went ahead.

Stiles joined in the singing as soon as he
could perceive who was going to win. One
stanza was enough.

"1 want to ask who knows Clark Man-
chester?" ha,called out before the volunteer
precentor could start the tune again.

"I do," said a stranger.
"Charles Morrill and Vernon Cook flash

thci? names before me. Is any one here
who remembers this spirit, who holds up
a bottle and says he Is from Portland?"

Another of those repressed laughs, this
time at the expense of prohibition Maine.

"Ills name is William no, Henry Brown."
"I know him."
"And Samuel Brown, John Lovett, Dr.

Morrill. Kzra Carter, who married Judith
Walker. They went up from Nantucket a
good while ago. Hosea Ulsley Is here and
Theophllus and John Illsley, and a good
many more rass along. They are from
Chelsea. Did you know them?"

"Yea."
"Hera are a few more Franklin Jenney

and his wife Ruth. Her name before she
was hitched was Tabor. Capt. Humphrey
Curtis, Richard Curtis he was a sallmaKer.
William Averill. who went away a long
time ago. Dr. Charles Spencer, Adam
Clark, Farnham Tilllnghast, Potter his
first name was Isaac William Lippet?"

"Know 'em all."
"Samuel Eng belonged in Newport?"
"Yes "
"Dr. Rice T

."Knew him, too."
Miss Abble Chappell, who says she was

never hitched to any man, and thanks God
she never was."

"Knew her well."
"Deacon Graham Allen?"
"Yes, all right."
"There is a lady with him, and he says,

Through all my journey in life had I rea-
son to be thankful that I got Thankful.' "

The auditors laughed that same low gur-
gle of appreciation as the medium added;

"That was her name."
Then he rattled on:
"George H. Davis used to be a butcher

by trade; David Thatcher, Morris Smith,
Capt. Arthur no, hold on, Henry, Waddy;
Jacob Brightman, Sanford Brightman, Rus-
sell Phillips all Falrhaven folks, weren't
they?"

"Yes sir."
"And Dr. Marshall Mead, Thomas W.

Coflln and his wife Fannie, Capt Alfred
Fisher Edgerton any or all of them
known?"

"Every one of them."
"Where did they live Brockton?"
"Yes."
"Here are Uncle Husted Field, Warren

Field, Uncle James Field and his wife
Susannah and her father, Sylvanus French,
Thomas Carter ne was quite a singer.
Also. Brother Harrison Tyler and his sis-
ter Abble, Jacob Brown, Charles E. King-
man he had a bad affection of the head;
David Edward Kussell, who went away
several years ago."

The medium stopped to catch his breath,
and half a dozen people claimed kinship or
acquaintance.

"A beautiful girl," he went on, "comes
to 'dear mother.' She says it is her first
opportunity to make herself known. She
wants to

Bear her thoughts away
To realms of everlasting love.

Naomi Hunter the name is."
A voice strained with emotion told of the

recognition. The medium bowed and added:
"Uncle Isaiah Burgess is with her. Major

Washburn, of Bridgewater. Is here, and
with him Bralnard Keys and Almira, his
wife, Philo Keys, Dr. Josiah Otis, Melville
Otis, his brother, w,ho Was a painter In
East Bridgewater. A, spirit says, 'I am lit-
tle Annie.' Dr. Paul Nicholas says, 4My
wife, Harriet my daughter and my son
will know about me.' Do - you recognize
him?"

"Yes."
"Isaiah Peterson Is here. Another Is

David McLaughlin. Jane Seaver is here;
saye she lived seventy-flv- e years and never
got hitched to a man.'

Stiles stopped. He threw his head up-
ward. He opened his eyes and looked
around. He arose slowly and put back his
chair. The power had grown too weak to
continue, he said. By a tally carefully
kept he had called off 463 names In fifty-eig- ht

minutes. Instant recognition had
followed in all but a few cases. The 4C5

persons had lived In many different places.
"I told you this would be one of Joe's

field days," said Moderator Storer with
quiet exultation.

The medium was like one who had Just
come out of a hard sleep. The eyes were
glassy, the pupils dilated. There was a
suffused look about the upper part of the
face like congestion of the blood vessels
of the temples, the eyelids and around tho
cheek bones.

"What does it feel like when the names
come to your Joe Stiles was asked.

"Like telegraph wires running Into my
head and ticking them off," he said.

People stood about In groups and dis-
cussed the phenomena. Many were spirit-
ualists. They believed Joe Stiles had been
under spirit control. They were sure that
the spirits of those whose names he called
had passed in procession before them. Th.j
Investigators marveled. The skeptics tried
to find explanation for the performance.
Some said this man had been committing
to memory the names on gravestones all
over New England. That was a far-fetch- ed

theory. Others argued that if one mind
could read another, this mind of Stiles' s
might read, as If written on a page, the
names passing through the minds of many
of the 2,000 persons sitting before him. This
wasn't satisfactory, for several said Stiles
had called off names they hadn't thought
of In twenty years. Others told how Stiles
had on previous occasions . given names
which they could n t Identify until they went
home and consulted older members of the
family, who at once remembered that such
people had lived when Stiles said they
had.

A PERSONAL EXPERIENCE.
The personal experience of Mrs. E. M.

Andrews will serve to show how mystify-
ing is this peculiar power of Joe Stllesu
The lady formerly lived In Kansas City.
Her home is now in Chicago. Mrs. An
drews is well known to many people In the
West. Wrhlle interested in spiritualistic
phenomena, she can hardly be called a do
vout believer. She has a strong" Inclination
to doubt

The first time I heard of Joe Stiles," she
said, "I went up to him at the close of a
senace and said to him:

" This is very interesting, Mr. Stiles, bet
I wish you would tell me how you carry all
of thsse names in your memory

"He looked at me from head to foot Isuppose he thought I was guying him. J
said to him:

" 'Don't think. Mr. Stiles, that I am Ques
tioning your power, but really it i3 very
wonderful to me, and I should like to have
some personal evidence.

"Without a moment's hesitation he said:" 'Did you know Uncle Bill Wilder?
"'Of course I did,' said I. Now Unde

Bill Wilder was a character in the town
where I was born. I presume I hadnt
thought of him for thirty years.

" 'Cncle Bill Wilder is here,' said Jce
Stile, 'and his Fon Albeit ,

" That can't be.' said I. 'Uncle Bill
Wilder never had a son named Albert.'" 'Yes. he did.' saJd Stile." 'Well, I guess I ought to know I said.

" 'Did you know David Parker?" 'No." 'Well, he lived near where you did, and
says he knew your family.'

" No such person lived anywhero netj
us,' I continued.

"'Yes he did,' persisted Joe Stiles, 'axd
you'll rind It out if you inquire. Do ycu
remember William Carter?"

"Stiles had given me four names. Two
I immediately recognized as persons who
lived in our village when I was a girL Two.
I was certain I had never heard of. Soir.9
time after that I was visiting mv sister,
who rather frowns on the Interest I take in
these things. I told her what Stiles had
said.

" 'Of course Uncle Bill Wilder never had

can go n uiiurnia ana give ina narn-- s
of the dead tnere just as he does at Onset.
Old Mr. Wilds, wno possesses a. good deal
of power of a different kind, and who
isn't so much of a spiritualist that he be-
lieves everything, says lie haa b?en trying
a long time to iind o ux how Joe iStiies does
it"I have heard him twemty-flv- e or thirty
times," Mr. Willis sal J. "He has a fresh
lot of names every time. Occasionally he
will repeat a few names that he has given
before, iut in the main the list i3 a new
one. 1 have' heard him call ail the way
from half a dozen to several (hundred
names, end I never knew him to he mis-
taken when he said a certain person had
died at a certain place. The names are not
always i ieniiiied at the time, but wheninvestigation is made it Is found that Joe
Stilrs was right and those who disputed
him were wrong. I have known him to
cill names from towns in all piarts of New i

England, borne fo!k3 say he goes rour.j
and gets the names off the gravestones.
Ixe must travel a lot to do that and havea pretty good memory, for he tells of
people wno died forty years ago, as well
as of those who passed on: within a, few
months."

BREAKING ALL RECORDS.
Toward the close of the summer season

at Onset Joe Stlle3 broke all former rec-
ords. The audience which greeted him
filled the seats to the top of the hill. Peo
ple bad come down from Boston, up from
Nantucket and in from Fall River. Dr.
Storer, the moderator of the spiritualists'
convention, presided and introduced Joe
Stiles. It was in the afternoon. The
smoke from distant forest fires cast a haze
over all. A breeze blew up from Buzzard'sray strong enough to drive the pesky lit-
tle Cape Cod mosquito ack 'to his lair in
the pine glades beyond the camp. The tem-
perature waj delicious. Joe Stiles wore anosegay of carnations on his coat lapel
and was at his best. He recited a long
joem, in which he worked in pleasant wel-
comes to the visitors from different locali-
ties. Then drawing a chair close to therailing In front of the platform ho waved
his arm end said:

"Sing something."
Before the lady who rendered the solo

about "Sweet Spirits" had finished the lastnotes Joe Stiles, who had been sitting withdrooped eyelids, began:
"If I haven'.t broken from the influence

tha name before me is Chester Granger-n- o,
hold on, Chester Kellogg."

"Yes, sir," came from the audience, "I
knew nim."

"Then Chester Granger and Deacon AsaKayes and Charles Chandler are in the
same group. Next comes William, last name
Lenn5s. From the same place is Luke Han-
som Churchill?"

Tht: medium hesitated, but only long
enomth for some one to shout, "I knew
Churchill."

"Well, then, why didn't you say so
quick?" asked the medium in pretended
petulance. And before the quiet laugh had
passed he was rattling on with:

"William Hamlin, Uncle Reub Sherman,
Ansel Ward; you remember Joslah At-woo- d,

who was In the army?"
"Yes."
'And his wife Hannah?"
"No." hesitatingly.
"You don't remember her? Well, she

was one of the McFarlands."
"Oh. yes; now I do."
"I thought you would. And Uncle Ben

Hammond?"
"Yes."
"And Elijah Shaw?"
"Vcs."
"Of course you do. Here's Aunt Abble

Cola." t
"I remember her."
"Well, you've got a good memory."
The big crowd chuckled while the medium

caught his breath, and, shifting half way
in his chair, faced In a different direction
and went on as rapidly as before with an
entirely different graveyard.

"I see Luther last name Turner. He
was a doctor. After so long an absence he
Is pleased to return again. After him
comes Dr. Anthony Collamore."

Half a dozen voices proclaimed recogni-
tion.

"And here is one who passed out into the
spirit world through an injury. He is Alva
Joslin he fell from a tree. There stands
before me a good spirit, Isaac Jennings; he
never had a dollar In his pocket because
he was always giving."

"Yes, it's all true," some one said, so
earnestly that the quiet Yankee laugh rip-
pled over the auditorium.

"Deacon Charles Uarstow.". continued the
medium, talking very fast. "He says he
sees things better than he used to; and
with him is his wife Sarah, who says she
has been taught a good deal, Spencer and
Binney Barstow, in soldier clothes; and
Captain Barstow, Aston Mills, Lewis Ham-
lin, Uncle Joe Hamlin?"

"Yes, yes' camo after each name, but
when the medium said "Deacon Thomas
Holmes?" there was a halt, and doubtful
"No."

"Well," explained the medium, without a
moment's pause, "perhaps not. He passed
away a long time ago. Here's Bright
Crocker, and next is Dr. Todd?" .

"Heard df him," said a voice.
"I guess you have," retored the medium.

And George Mashow, Uncle Job Russell
hl3 wife's name was Nancy. William Ef-fo- rd

his wife was Sallie 11. Heath. And
the next name flashing- - before me isThos.
Mason. Then come Silas, Peter and George
Wendell. They had an uncle, named
Alexander, who passed away a long time
ago."

"Knew . 'em all," came from the audi-
torium.

"Perry Clements?" asked the medium, In-
quiringly.

"Yes," said the same voice.
"Abble, no, Elizabeth, sister to Perry."

continued the medium. "Uncle Abel
Thompson, and his wife Mary, Rev. Na-
thaniel Stacy they all passed on long ago.
Then there was Pelatiah Metcalf and Fan-
ny, his wife."

"Yes." "Yes." came In a chorus.
"Hold on." said the medium. "I ain't

done yet But I must stop to get together
new power."

President Storer suggested that it wasa good time to "pass the hat."
ANOTHER LIST OF DEPARTED.

As the baskets went around the medium
sat with his eyes almost closed, moving
his fingers nervously. Before the collectors
had returned he was talking again.

"William Robbins is. here," he said; "his
wite. also; capt. Timothy Crocker and his
dear son Arthur, who went out by acci
dent; John Stocklin. Nathaniel Crocker
Some of these passed away at Hyannls."--mat'9 an true."

"Solomon Mayo." continued the medium.
with great rapidity, as if he was calling
the last long roll, and was oppressed with
the length of It Samuel T. Griffith passed
out while on a boat. Next Is Ellen Lum- -
mis, a beautiful girl, who died at Fernan- -
dlna, Fla., where she had gone for her
health; Reuben Smith. Nathan Smith says
he wishes he had known as much In life
as he does now. Aunt; Roxanna Smith-sa- ys

she has found peace. Deacon Johnuyer, John Williams, John Smith. Nathan
Dixon, Thomas and George Dixon.

"Knew 'em all. every one on 'era." shout
ed a voice with such enthusiasm that thepeople laughed.

"Well, you've got a good memory." re
torted Stiles. Without waiting for the
cnuckie which went round, he continued:

"These pass like a vision before me.
After them come Edson Hill and Charles
Hill, his son, who was a police officer. I
ste his badge on his coat"

"That's so."
Then Elbrldge Gerry Woodman, who

passed away in Manchester, N. H. Here
is a Roxbtiry man David his last name
is Tabor; Frank M. Bemls, who passed
over in joyous youth; Aunt Clarissa Wil-
liams and four or five others closely allied
with these, among them, if I hear correctly,
are Samuel Maddox and John Tabor.

The medium talked so rapidly that he
couli not keep track of the running Are ofresponses.

"What do they say?" he asked, turning
to Dr. Storer.

"All claimed," replied the moderator, en-
couragingly.

The medium nodded, and facing- - another
portion of the audience, his eyes still
closed, he went on:

"Capt Sullivan B. Gardner, man of active
life while in this mortal sphere, and Ste-
phen Thatchfr say they have friends here.
Next I see James "NY ugh, Ahner Long", old
Aaron Sampson."

Some one answered, for coi of these
until tho last

"Do you remembc him?" asited the me-
dium.

"NO."
"Well. whn you go home ask your folks

and they will tell you who he was. Sam
S:imp?on, Abner Royce, Sneiling- - Powell,
Mrs. Triposa Gibbs."

"Yes."
"Capt. William P. Gibbs."
"Yes."
"Here is a brave who says, 'My name is

Seth Bryan, and I went away some time
ago Am I known? I seem to have been
in a large building when the angel of death
camo to me.' "

That's right" ,

"You understand what he means?"
"Yes."
"Isaac Barnes, and as he passes along

another comes. Do you remember Uncle
Em-r- y Borden?"

"Yes."
"What was it he did that was so beau-

tiful in his life?"
"No answer."
"Why, he married Charity, didn't her
The baroly audible laugh of these srlf-repref!- sJ

Yankees showed the appreciation
of spirit humor.

"Here's another, who say 'that can't be
me, for I am Anthony Gibb. and I married
Charity, and had her all my life, tiamuel
Damon has got something to say. He used
to work for J e thro Hillman. who used to

PIICXOMnXA WHICH MAKE XHW
ESGLAM) SrilUTl'ALISTS MARVEL.

CnbrlePs Tramp Anticipated Hun-
dred of lh Depnrtetl Ilpcoffnlied

The Theories of Skeptics.

.W. Ii. S.. In St. Louis Globe-Democr- at.

"Gabriel won't find much to do down this
way." a hard-htade- d old Yankee spiritual-
ist said. After a brief pause he added:

"Joe Stiles h?.s raised half of the folks
out of the eraveyards from here to Cape
Cod already."

That for which women were prayerfully
hanged. In old Salem Is practiced under en-

couraging conditions at Onset The witches
of colonial days were mediums. Spiritual-
ism then was of th evil one and was re-

pressed. To-da- y It flourishes nowhere In so
many and such vigorous forms as In New
England. Its mediums are of Puritan
Stock. Its upholders are descendants of the
Pilgrims. From Jonathan Edwards to
James Freeman Clarke was a long step.
The "progression" to Minot J. Savage Is
almost as great A psychical research, self-appoint- ed

committee of theologians and
professors and wise men generally has
Just declared:

"We find slate writing a fact.
"We find materialization a fact
"Whether produced by spirits, so-calle- d,

we are not prepared to say."
This committee took a medium from her

home In a carriage to the house cf one of
tho members. As soon as she reached the
door the medium was conducted to a room
by wives of members of the committee.
She was tripped that Is the word. Not
one of the garments she wore into the
room went out with her. She was dressed
In black throughout. She was placed in a
cabinet constructed by the committee. Two
white terms appeared. This is .what thespiritualists at Onset telL

Onset Is where the seekers after the
spiritual go to fee and hear new things. It
is a branch of Buzzard's bay. When Presi-
dent Cleveland walks down from Gray Ga-
bles to the anchorage of the catboat Stuth
he looks across scant two miles of water
end rocks and sees the cottages, the ho-
tels, the outdoor auditorium and the tm- -'
pie of the summer city of the New England
spiritualists, giving bright color to som-
ber pines which heavily fringe the points
and glens of Onset

A MECCA OF SPIRITUALISM.
To the Mecca of Yankee spiritualism, came

mediums by the hundreds this year. The
resident population, of believers swelled to
the thousands. On Sundays excursions
brought curious visitors by the ten thou-
sand. And the s trances t of tha season's
phenomena were wrought by Joe Stiles,
the believers say.

The short thick-se- t, kindly-face- d old gen-
tleman, with cropped gray beard, neat in
attire. is not Mr. Stiles, but Just Joe Stiles
to everybody. A smile lurks in the corners
of his mouth and benevolence look out
of his blue eyes. His voice Is as agreeably
modulated as the tones of an oreran. Two
things Joe Stiles does which make him
eminent among mediums. He rhymes by
inspiration, but not as other poets, who
Claim credit for their rpondees. Joe Stiles
passes under control. The spirits take pos-
session of him. With eyes half closed he
reels off verse in varying quantities and to
ult all occasions. The scansion seems to

be all right. The rhyming-- is pretty good,
rha immediate and local allusions forbid
much previous preparation. Yet with his
syes closed and without apparent . mental
effort Joe Stiles recites couplets or epics
is fast as the words can roll from his
unctuous tongue.

Hut this Isn't what prompts the spirit-
ualists to class Joe Stiles as a medium of
the first magnitude. Control poetry is a

beyond inspiration oratory, but theIlttle is common among mediums. The
tpeclalty in which Joe Stiles leads all
mediums is hi power to call back the de-
parted In groups and troops and to name
them. Persons, places where they lived,
little circumstance about them, relation-
ships and Incidents are Riven. Joe Stiles
rarely hesitates. His readiness is as won-
derful as his accuracy. Turning to a lady
be said:

"Dr. Charles II. Walter Is here."
' "Yes, I know him." she replied.

'There is another doctor comes to see
you Dr. David H. hjs last name isn't pro-
nounced the way it is spelled

'I knew him too."
"And Dr. John Chftever know him?"
I should say I did." replied .the lady,

raising the eyebrows in surprise.
"He's got some kind of a red liquid In a

bottler'
"Yes. He was a botanic physician, bat he

died twenty years ago. I'm surprised that
he should come to me, for I saved the life
of a woman after he said she was going: to
die."

The person to whom the three doctors
manifested their presence through Joe
Stiles was one of those self-contain- ed, self-asserti- ve

New .England women, with a gift
for doing the right thing In cases of des-
perate sickness or accident. It amused her
mightily that the three old doctors whom
she had met at the bedsides of their pa-
tients many years before should return
from spirit life to greet her. Joe Stiles
had directed his attention to another part
Of the circle.

"There is a spirit here who says you will
remember her," Joe Stiles said, addressing
& prim-lookin- g old lady, who sat with her
hands folded In her lap. The announce-
ment produced not the slightest impression

n the firm, matter-of-fa- ct features.
"She says her name is Julia Watson no,

Mar3ton." said the medium, instantly cor-
recting himself. "Da you remember her?"

The lady nodded slowly.
"She died in Maine?" suggested Joe Stiles

Inquiringly.
"Yes, she did," was the wply.
"She says." continued Jo Stiles, "that

Ehe was never hitched to any man In life,
that right?"

The old lady nodded, with a little bit of
queer smile.

"And she Is quite content where she is,
but rather regrets the manner of her death,
which was somewhat sudden."

For the first time the old lady seemed to
feel an interest tin the revelation. She
opened her mouth for one of those expres-
sive but silent New England laughs.

"Do you know what she means by that?"
asked Joe Stiles.

A quick nod and "She hung herself."
"That's It." said the medium, and dis-

missing Miss Marston he asked:
"Does anyone here know Ethan Perry?

He passed out at HanoveT, and when in
this life he used to drive hogs."

"I knew him." said a bass voice In therear row, near the door.
"Arid hero are old Dive Huston, old Dea-

con Stevens, George F. Norton. George E.
Dorden. Holden Borden and Jim Sole."

"I knew every one of them," said a lady.
"Jim Sole pays he is building his mansion

above," suggested the medium.
"I guess tliat's right" said the lady, "for

he was a carpenter when he lived In New
Bedford.

WHAT STILES CAN DO.
This Is what Joe Stiles can do. He does

It day after day. He sits in a room with a
dozen persons and calls the names of twen-
ty or thirty of their departed friends. He
takes the platform before a thousand peo-
ple, sitting on the long- - benches which
rise In tiers on the hillside, and he calls a
roll of the dead, which numbers a couple
of hundred. Every New England com-
munity has Its walking wonder whose
mind runs to the local genealogy, necrology
and chronology. This peculiarly gifted per-
ron can, mentally, go up one street and
down another telling who lived in almostevery house, recoiling1 little circumstances
of family history and personal character-
istics. When natives of a New England
town get together a thousand miles from
home there is almost always some one in
grief who can entertain the others with
this strange faculty for recalling" names
and characters and local history. Now Joe
Stiles does for scotvs of towns and villages
what many New Enlanders can do for asingle community. He does it with the
same puzzling ease and intense ratisfac- -
tlon. Joe Stiles enjoys th exhibition of
tnis power, but he gives the spirits all of

cnxlit ror it. hen he parses undercntrol the3 names com to him with
8Ttit rapidity and without any effort. He
xeelsvabsolutely sure of the accuracy, and
when YMple tell him they never heard of
the naxiY he gives them of an old neigh-
bor he teiV3 them incidents to Jog the mem-
ory. If thv Ftlll persist in forgetting he
tlds them niake a note of the name and
ask other memi?rs of the family when they

home. Occasionally the spirit prompt-
erf-e-

t

indulges in in. little hamor, as when
fjtiles asked a lady

"Dou you rememWr George Ham who
uei to live near yoNx when you were a

"No," was the decided reply. "There was
no such family in cur neighborhood."

"Well, then, what ia the aime thing as
Ham? Bacon, isn't it?"

"Oh, yes, I do remember George Bacon."
. The spiritualists xnalmala thro La co

inal
West Washington

TO SECUKE PUHE MILK.

The New York System Includes Educa-

tion of Dairymen.

New York Evening Post.
The system by which the milk supply fur-

nished to this city Is regulated and in-

spected by the health department Is now a
most important branch of sanitary work,
and is the result of the experience of a
number of years, during which the depart-
ment officials have continually become bet-

ter able to meet the necessities caused by
the expansion of the dairy farm business.

The method under which the supply Is
guarded has now been extended to the
farms themselves, so that the milk supply
is really under inspection in three different
States, and in every hamlet and dairy dis
trict which sends milk to the New York
market. In this work the local health board
receives the assistance of the State boards,
which have inspectors in all tha various
counties where milk is produced.

The education of the farmer is now Justly
regarded as the first essential to a pure
milk supply. To this end the farmers are
instructed m the most approved methods of
constructing barns, of mixing and varying
the foods, and of keeping the surroundings
of the cattle up to the latest sanitary
standards. This has been a long and tedi-
ous course of education, the officials say;
farmers are proverbially averse to what
they, call "new-fangle- d notions." If slow, It
has. nevertheless. In many cases been suc-
cessful. There is. of course, much still to
be done, but the higher prices paid by large
dealers to those dairymen who operate
their farms in accordance with the instruc-
tions. Of the health board have shown the
ordinary farmer that he would do well to
follow their teaching.

At the better class of farms the milk is
now drawn from the cow into a closed pall,
fitted with a tunnel mouthpiece. The old-fashio- ned

open pail has-- In most cases
passed away. The milker's pail als formsa. seat, and he can often by his own
weight save the contents of the pall from
the kick Of a refractory cow. From thepail the milk goes to a tank, so arranged,
that it flows over a series of cold-wat- er

pipes, massing also through a strainer,
from which it flows In small streams. It isboth cooled and aerated, thereby losing
certain gases which it contained whendrawn trom the cow. Unless these are
removed the milk retains the peculiar
"animal odor" often marking it. Themilk is then put in cans or bottled. If thelatter Is done at once the milk remainsfresh for a much longer period thai ifexposed 'to the air. Much of the milk soldin this city as genuine bottled milk, how-
ever, is really brought here In cans, andsubsequently bottled in dairies or stablesin the city. This spurious article is fortu-
nately easy of detection for it has no
clearly defined line of demarcation betweenthe milk and the cream, while that which
Is bottled at the farm has a solid section
of cream at the top.

A peculiar dangrer arises from placing themilk in sealed vessels without cooling, as is
sometimes done. A psculiar poison knownas tyrotoxtcon irviy he generated. This
which was originally discovered by Pro-
fessor Vaughan, of the University of Mich-
igan, has been the cause of a number of
cases of poisoning, principally at seaside
resorts.

Milk comes to this-- city over the New
Haven, Harlem, and New York Central
railroads, and by nearly all those which
enter Jersey City and its environs. It alsocomes, from Putnam and Dutchess countiesby the Newburg barges, landing at the
foot of West
street. These various stations make the
district to be covered a large one. Milk
inspectors are required to make frequent
visits to the receiving depots. The work
is done from midnight till about 5 o'clock
In the morning. No one but the chief
knows in which of the seven, inspection dis-
tricts the "raid" is to occur. Every can
must be tested with the loctometer, and
samples taken of the suspicious ones. The
shipper can be Identified by the number
on the can, and if the subsequent chemical
analysis shows adulteration by water or
solids he is liable to prosecution.

Besides making examinations of all sam-
ples sent into the department the chemists
of the Board of Health must keep careful
watch over all the methods in use to keep
milk sweet, such as condensing and pre-
serving. So well has this been carried out
that a sample of condensed milk under the
standard is now rare. Preserved milk not
only has a great portion of the water ex-
tracted from it, but about 40 per cent, of
sugar is added, and In this condition It will
keep Indefinitely. There are now a num-
ber of brands of so-call- ed evaporated cream
on the market, but the chemists do not
peak highly of them because cream cannot

be successfully condersed. as it would turn
to butter in the condensation.

During the last few months the Incentives
to adulteration have been few. as until a
month ago food and water have been very
plentiful. The present drought, however,
haa caused the farmers great trouble, and
the chemists of the department expect that
some more or less extensive adulteration
will soon be discovered.

Not Drink Imt Conceit
San.' Francisco Chronicle.

The man at the holiness meeting at
Ocean Grove, N. J., who asked the prayers
of all Christians for President Cleveland,
"that he might overcome his great sin ofdrinking," showed himself an ass. If he

, felt called upon to undertake the reforma

Street.

tion of the President's habits, he had no
right to get up at a public meeting and
make a statement which he could not
prove. Cleveland has never set up for a
model of morality, but since he has been
President he has certainly never appeared
in public when he was not in perfect pos-
session of his senses. Hence this asking
for prayers is a relic of offensive religious
and temperance cant which is out of date.
What this overzealous brother could have
asked for with perfect assurance that hitprayer would be echoed throughout thecountry is that Cleveland might be deliv-
ered from his great ins of overweening
vanity and conceit. Beyond question, the
most baleful influence in American poll
tics for the past few years bis been Mr.
Cleveland's idea that he and h alone
knew the needs and wants of the American
people. That belief with literally no
foundation in fact has been more detri-
mental to the prosperity of the United
States than any personal habits cf Mr.
Cleveland.

ESXUI AXD THE OriL'M PIPE.
Not Dad for the Chinese Since It Gives

Them Variety.
Temple Bar.

I let the idle hours slip by, and smoked
opium. This will be considered a damaging
avowal, an enormity. My friends the mis-
sionaries will give me a sad glance, and
pass by. My staid comrades of the steel
pen and the steel pen coat will say they
didn't expect, this of me, ami reluctantly
Rive xxvi the cold shoulder. 15 ut what Is the
good of daring to exercise your own Judg-
ment if you are to conceal the results? My
Judgment is this; Smoking a pipe of poppy
is a slow and painful, I should say pleas-
ant, process. It is painful when it jives you
the stomach ache and the cramp in your
wnderelbow; when you have to hold your
hand over a lamp for half an hour, and
then, at the propitious moment, seite a
cumbrous bit of bamboo, which won't go
into your mouth; or when it is Lelng-- fel
by an individual interested in the amount
you consume, and whose only consideration
is that you shall become addicted to it, and
a regular customer, with the ruin of your
Immortal noul into the bargain.

But when you want to drag out the hours
in laziness and not ennui; when your only
oblect Is to do as the Roman does, for a
brief moment snatched from the years of
routine; when you are well ported In the
statistical fact that it takes months of reg-
ular nips to make you a mere novice In its
slavery, and positively venture to think for
yourself and see that it hooks on only to
poor effete Asiatics, who have taken no
exercise in their lives and have no possible
way of getting through the livelong dar
unless they drown themselves, then you
are not afraid to do It. Yhen a man has

books and cigars, work ani ambition,f:ot lungs and legs aching for exercise,
is he a fair subject to succumb to the su-
perior attractions of an undeniably uncom-
fortable attitude in a dngy room, over a
very laborious pipe, that gives you cn
whiff for ten minutes' hard labor with the
treacle?

For a Chinaman I venture to corroborate
the view that physic-ill- y it's not such a bad
thing after all. Book at his environment:
No exercise. No paper. No books. No mu-
sic. No wife. In the. sympathetic sense. No
dogs, no cartridges to make, no billiards,
no whisky, no fireside, no easy chair. Chi-
namen have wrestled with this ennuyeu
condition, with all the subterfuges of pro-
traction that the most ingenious invention
could suggest. They have a theater that
lasts for five hours, and then sends them
home dead, or at least deaf; but as men's
iives are almost as limited as a cat's, they
can't stand it more than once a week. They
spread their meals over two or three hours,
and cook them so excellently that they are
far from surfeited; but with the aid of the
melon seed, another ingenious discovery of
protraction, can go on eating in the Inter-
val until the next meal comes round. They
have novels and pamphlets fhat hive been
known to take six generations from the
conqueror downwards to get through; in
these cases the family generally dies out
wth the man who sees where the title
comes in. They have a pipe that holds one
whiff, and has to be cleaned out and re-
filled for the next, and instead of matches
a blotting-pape- r spill, which has to be sci-
entifically blown for two minutes before It
inflames. They have roads crowded with
every conceivable stumbling block In the
shape of unlevel paving stones, holes, and
cuttings that go round lnsteal of across
every field or grave they can, by any con-
ceivable stretch of Imagination, touch, like
'the canal at Kaotzu. that traverses a mile
in fifty direct yards, ftr fear the water
should run away too fast and disappear.

But the most brilliant and successful de-
vice was the opium pipe. Any one can go
end swallow a handful of the drug or drlulc
off a bottle of it3 concoction, and kill them-
selves in live minutes: or you can take It
In pills and kill yourself In a. year. But
here you have a means of ruining the lin-
ing of your ctomach and your purse, of
estranging all friends and relations,
of holding you up as a blorch and b
horrence to t "m self-satlffl- ed horizon
of phllanthroi . swlggers. and of pro
viding a swo .evenue to a hated for-
eigner and a .capable ernment, and
yet drag alon in your m.sery and enjoy-
ment with redoubled energy for years, and
years, and years. Little could that wag of
a wandering quack have expeoted to pro-
duce such stupendous results when he hob-
bled along hawking his poppy Juice tobacco
as a new cure for the dysentery.

Another Account.
Detroit Tribune. :

Mark Antony vas very deeply affected.
"Here," he exclaimed, "wm where the.

envious Casta stabbed. Here Is the unkind-e- st

cut of all. He looks"
Bitterly th great orator g?z?d upon the

corpse of his friend, the justly cletrated
Caesar.
"as If he had been operated on for ap-

pendicitis."
A thriii of 'horror ran through the multi-

tude at the fearful p!cti2 presented by tilmpasskmed word c l ceaks

a son named Albert, she said, 'and there
never was a David barker m our neign--
borhood.'

Some months after that I was out Aest
visiting, and I told my brother the story.
" 'Why,' said he, 'don't you remember Da-
vid Parke rT" 'No, I said, 1 don't.'

" 'Well,' he said, I do. David Parker lived
up by the Deals place, lie moved in and
bought a farm there. I ought to remem-
ber him. for I used to go with other, boys to
his patch and steal watermelons. Uncle Bill
Wilder never had a son Albert. You are
ri?:ht about that.'

"That rather raised my estimation of Joe
Stiles." continued Mrs. Andrews, "but I
Still had him on Uncle Bill wader's son A-
lbert A good while after this, when I had
almost forgotten my experience with Joe
Stiles, my sister wrote to me that there
was an opportunity to get a penealogy of
the Wilder family. I was a Wilder before
marrlagre. but not related, except distant-
ly, to Uncle Bill Wilder. I was interested
In the book, because of my family connec-
tion, and sent for a copy. It lay about
the houss several .weeks, until one rainy
afternoon, when I picked It up and began
to run over tha pagres. Without looking
for it, I came upon the name of Willam
Wilder, and below It the entry of a eon
born to William Wilder, named Albert, vho
died In Infancy. I can't te'.l you Just how
I felt, but there was Joe Stiles vindicated.
He was right on all four of the names he
had given me. You can't say there was
any mind readin? about that, can you?
I had never heard that Uncle Bill Wilder
had a son Albert, and could not remember
David Parker. Now how do you account
for it?"

TIID TYPIIOO.V.

The Drended Storm That HIott in
the Iletflon of the China Sent.

New York Evening: Sun.
Tfce worst storms," said the captain of

a tramp steamship the other dy, "are the
typhoons of the Chinese seas. They cover a
large area, are uncertain in their move-
ments and follow each other quickly. The
typhoon season Is on Just now. And I see
that one reason the Japanese and Chinese
war fleets are anxious to stay at home is
because they are afraid of the biff storms.

"The first signs of the storm are light,
cirrus clouds coining: from the east, with
hot, dry weather, light winds and a slight
rise In the barometer. This fine weather
lasts for. peveral days. There are usually
halos to be seen round the sun by day
and around the noon by night, while the
phosphorescence of the sea becomes sud-
denly Increased: the sunsets and sunrises
become gloriously colored with crimson,
gold and amber, and the twilight rays are
beautiful beyond description.

"Then at a distance of about five hun-
dred miles from the center activity of the
typhoon, heavy swells toejrin to heave ithe
surface of the ocean. A heavy swell In
the China ea la a certalnt Indication of a
distant typhoon. Then the cirrus clouds
begin to bo replaced gradually by heavy
masses of cumulus, and. where the blue sky
Is visible hetweeni It Is seen to be streaked
by faint dashes of pale cirrus clouds. Next
the temperature begins - to fall and the
air ibecomes oppressive from increasing:
dampness. During: the early hours of the
morning a slight haze Is noticed and the
sky presents a vaporous appearance.

"At this tage of a typhoon's growth the
animal world, including human ibeings. Is
seen to be strangely affected. Numerous
writers have very graphically described the
ominous terror of some animals and the
nervous excitement of others, while the
overpowering sense in the human mind of
foreboding, presentiment and coming
danger are ln many cases little short of
absolute terror.

"The weather is depressing and mariy
people find It impossible to sleep. All sorts
of vermin, including snakes, spiders,
beetles, frogs and typhoon files, become
unusually active. The larger animals, such
as horses, cattle and dogs, show all the
signs of nervous terror that may be no-
ticed In a very heavy thunderstorm In
Western lands. There Is no thunder with
a typhoon, though the sound of the wind
may be often mistaken for It. The air
becomes very dry. and the wind blows In
sudden, short and terrific squalls, lasting
perhaps six to ten minutes. . The sky is
black and threatening and has a peculiar,
ominous, appearance.

"Among the rigging of a ship caught In
ft typhoon the sea birds, as well ns butterf-
lies, birds and insects from the land may
be seen. The surface of the sea presents
the appearance of boiling water, due to the
air which is caught and Imprisoned by the
seething foam and the crests of the huge
waves lashed Into fury by the force of the
wind."

AVhone Rlnff Is Itf
Kate Field's Paper.

Who Is the legal owner of an engage-
ment ring? The conventional- - supposition
is that all men are too chivalrous and all
women too unmercenary to think of the
intrinsic value of this symbol of affection.
and that the question of ownership could
never be seriously let alone acrimoniously

discussed, sometimes, however, mascu-
line chivalry and feminine disinterestedness
fail to make connection, as in the particu
larly complicated case of two Brooklyn
lovers, lie Dougnt tne ring on the install
ment plan. She wore it proudly while theengagement lasted, but sold it upon the ap
pearance or tnat "iittie nrt within tne lute,"
which shortly broke up their happiness.
jxow rour people want that ring the orig'
lnal seller of it, the young man. his faith
less fiancee and the final purchaser. Love.
who has so keen a sense of humor that he
laughs at locksmiths, occasionally plays a
practical joKe on connding jewelers.

Is Your "WttU'li RunulDgf
Tf not inlca if T P 51PR l?nrttn 1

fklrl Kontlnot TliiflrMnt onri Via Trill mil' 1 In
tlrst-cla- ss order, no matter what is wrong
with It, and guarantee It for one year for
iz. uiaxnonas resei wnue you waxu


